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(Who departed this Life July 4, 1755.) 


Which he had wrote ſome Time, and carried with 


him in his Pock RT. Book, where they were 
found after his Deceaſe; | 
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Printed and ſold H. TRA PP, No. 1, Pater: 


L Price One Penny. ] 


USEFUL ſmall tracts (chiefly intended to give 
away) fold by H. T&aee, with proper allowance 
to well-diſpoſed perſons who take quantities, 


1. (; HOICE drop of honey from the Rock 
Chriſt, Recommended by the Rey, Mr. 


Romaine, price ad. 

2, Letter to little children, eſpecially to thoſc 
who want to go to heaven, 1d. 

3. Confeſſion of faith by the late Rev, Mr. John 
Cennick, 1d, 

4. Plain ſermon for little children, recommended 
bythe Rev. Mr. Jones, late chaplain of St. 
Saviour, Southwark, 3d 

5. Plain catcchiſm for little children, recom- 


mended by the Rev. Mr. Romaine, 2d 
6. The chriſtian indeed, 2d. 

7. The hermit. A poem, 1d. 

8. Elegy on Mr. John Cennick, 1d. 

9. Remedy of God's own providing for a ſinner's 
h guilty conſcience, 1d,. .. © 

10. Poor joſeph, 1d, | 
11. Dod's ſayinge, 24. 228 | . 

12. Apoſtle's creed paraphraſed, IC. 
13. Curious piece of antiquity on the crucifixion 
of our Saviour and the two thieves, 1d, 
14. Life of faith, 1d. | 

15. Conference between a king and a chriſtian, 1d. 
16. Familiar dialogue between Eve and Mary, 26. 
17. Jehovah Jireh, God will provide, id. 

18. Sermon preached at the viſitation of the Rev, 
Dr. T hackery, &c. by the Rev. Mr. Jones, 
late chaplain of St. Saviour, Southwark, 6d. 
19. Divine cordials, 1d, 

20. Memoirs of Miſs B, late of B— d, 2d 
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Where is alſo fold a choice collection of valuable 
and cyangelical books in divinity. 


* 


1 
| 


NUNC DIMITTIS. 


\$,.0..M.- 3 
ES Ss 


OW, Lord, in peace with thee and all below, 


Let me depart and to thy kingdom go, 

As, earneſtly, fatigued in journeys, 1. 

Have wiſh'd to ſee my town to lodge in, nigh: 
80 earneſtly my weeping eyes I turn 

Towards thy houſe, and languiſh, pine, and mourn. 
Nor can I help it, for within I feel 

A thirſt to ſee thee, quite inſatiable, 

Tis true, thy bleſſings make my cup run o'er, 

I find thy tavours daily more and more; 

When 
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When troubles me afi&-and bow me down, 
I never am forſaken or alone : 

Thou kiſſeſt all my tears and griefs away, 
Art with me all night long and all the day, 

I have no doubt that I belong to thee, 

And ſhall be with thee to eternity. 

This firm my heart believes, as thou art true 
I am thy pleaſant child, thy ſon, I know, 
But take it not amiſs, O be not griev'd, 

I] want from pilgrimage to be reliev'd: 

I warit to be diſſolv'd, and no more here 

A wand'rer be, a baniſh'd foreigner. 

Sign my diſmiſhon, with a tender ſenſe, 


That thou with my retiring doſt diſpenſe. 


I would not thee oftend (thou know'ſt my heart), 


Nor one ſhort day before thy time depart ; 
But I am weary, and dejected too, 

O let me to cternal ſabbath go, 

In no chaſtiſement, darkneſs, or diſtreſs, 
In no confuſion, but in inward peace, 
With thy full leave and approbation, I 
Entreat to lay my ſtaff and ſandals by. 
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No ſudden ftroke, or vi'lent fever give, 

Which may me of my ſenſes quite bereaye z 
Leſt I ſhould with my lips offend or err, 

Or grieve ſuch tender brethren who are near: 
No; let my fi:cting foul, and my laſt word, 
Confirm my aſſurance, and ecalt my Lord. 
Allow me this, and ſign my glad releaſe, 

Let my heart hear thee ſay, ©* Depart in peace,” 
long to ſec thee, Son of Man, and be 


A pardon'd part of thy dear family, 


As oft at ſea, when wind and tide was fair, 
I ve ſeen the leſs'ning mountains diſappear, 
Exceeding ſick, yet glad to move ſo falt, 
In hopes, ere long, on th' other ſide to reſt ; 
Till the glad ſailors ſpy their native ſhore, 
And the land breezes my loſt ſtrength reſtore ; 
Then on the deck how pleaſed have I ſeen, 
My port, and thought, as if on ſhore I 'd been, 
i ſee my friends ! I kiſs them, and partake 
Their welcomes with their arms about my neck 
Ti!! all is realiz'd, and on the ſtrand 


Chearful and thankful, lo! they ſce me land; -— 
Then 
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Then I my ſickneſs and fatigues forget 


And what I fancied 's real and compleat : 


Juſt ſo I lang my pais- port to receive, 

And have permiſſion this fad world to leave. 

Like ſome poor wind- bound paſſenger I wait, 

He thirſts for home, nor food, nor ſlecp is ſweet z 
So I with love-lick anguiſh, tears and ſighs, 

Oft, (my heart melting) look towards the ſkies, 
No words expret5 the throbbings of my breaſt, 


To fly away, and ever be at reſt. 


If I am by, when one in faith expires, 
Or hear their happy exit, it inſpires 

My eager ſoul their footſteps to purſue, 
And fain that night I'd make my exit too; 


I ſcarce reflect, they now are with the Lamb, 


But down my cheeks the /alty riv'lets ſtream. 

I long to kiſs that hand, which once me bleſs'd ; 
T boſe feet that travell'd to procure my reſt ; 
Thoſe lips that me confeſs'd ; and that dear head 
That bow'd, when on it all my fins were laid. 
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O Lamb, I languiſh, till that day I fee, 
When thou wilt ſay, © Come up and be with me.“ 
Now twice ſeven years have I thy ſervant been, 
Now let me end my ſervice and my fin ; 

Forgive all my miſtakes, and faults, and hams; 
Neglect, and all things here "ve been to blame; 
Let the ſame kiſs my abfolution teal, 

And pow'r convey, all what is bruis'd to heal, © 
Then looſe. the filver cord, with gentle pain, 
Whilſt I on thy dear boſom ſmiling lean ; 

Let the death ſweat, and ſick and fainty chills, 
(With chearing views of the eternal hills) 

And limbs grow cold, and breaking eye- ſtrings tell, 


Rut a few moments, and chou ſhalt be well,” 


Thine everlaſting arms be underneath, 


Thy bleeding wounds diſarm the tyrant death, 
Thy own cold ſweat my clain and ſweat wipe off, 
Thy croſs my bed and pillow then make ſoft, 
'Thy miniſters of flaming fire attend, 


And ſing me ſweetly to my journey's end. 
Them let me hear, then bid my friends adieu, 
Say, to thine honour, “ Thou art good and true! 
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« Je overcome I I live for evermore 


© The angels wait=the Saviour calls —farewel, 
* I po with him in endleſs peace to dwell.” 
Then let my breath grow ſhort, my ſtrength decay, 
The ruttles low, and pulſes die away 
So fall aſleep and ſoaring, ſtoop and view 
The leſs'ning world now left and all below 
Mean while ſhall T awake in Jeſu's arms, 
Above the reach of {landers, wrongs, or harms, 
And with my dear acquaintance gone before, | 
„Stay with the Lamb, and go from him no more, 
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% My ſorrows now, and pains and tears are ot 
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